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	Rebirth

**P.S. I don't own Percy Jackson. That belongs to Rick Riordan. All OCs are mine. Any ideas belonging to other brands belong to the brands. **

"_**The fault, dear Brutus, is not in our stars / But in ourselves, that we are underlings." **__- Julius Caesar, Act One, Scene Two. _

**Pain. **That was all he felt as he crossed the desert, while the cold battered him mercilessly like he was tossed into the outdoor version of a meat locker. He kept running across the dunes, nearly tripping as the sand sank under his meager weight, Bright rays of neon lights shined about half a mile away, the only sign of civilization he had seen ever since he had jumped from the car that was driving in the I-11. His cheek still stung from the gash the serrated knife had cut across his face. Though it had stopped bleeding an hour ago, the metallic smell stuck to his nose with the strength of super glue.

Or was it two hours? A half? His track of time had been erased the second he attempted to tend to his wounds, the crimson liquid caking across his coppery skin as he tried to wipe it off. He had stopped sweating when the night set, which was an ominous mark of how long he was going to survive. His legs were layered with cuts. If he didn't get to the city in time, his chances of survival were close to nil.

That was when a howl pierced the air, full of hunger, rage, and desperation. He would've groaned if it wasn't for the fact that every second he moved his jaw it would sting heavily. He only spared a glance behind his back, seeing what was apparently an extremely furry coyote with blood - red eyes and extremely sharp the moon shined upon his fur, it showed a mix of animal furs and human skin that dangled with each movement. The coyote's face turned eerily human-like, which was thin to the bone.

It wasn't the first time he had encountered the supernatural in the streets. Every time he was out on the streets, weirder stuff attacked him. Just last week in Michigan he had been attacked by a lion with golden fur that would make Fort Knox green with envy. A month before that it was by a crazy yard lady with a serious obsession with statues in New Jersey.

That only made him run even faster, determined to reach the riot of colors that was the city. His stamina which still grew from a lifetime of running both physically and metaphorically, was slowly ebbing, but he was quite sure he would make it.

The sudden sound of whistling air made him drop, the coyote flying over his head. The coyote landed on his feet and pounced on him. Wincing at the strain he was putting in his leg, he kicked the animal, merely deflecting ita attack. The coyote pounced once again, but he leaves to the left, the coyote tossing himself into the five right in front of him..

_I don't have time for this, _he thought. _If I continue, I'm going to collapse. _

Picking up any remnants of his energy, he started running even faster, not even bothering to look back. Slowly, but surely, he was making headway, the buildings that gleamed getting closer with each step. The wolf's growl got closer until a wildfire of sheer pain spread across his leg along with the ugly sensation of claws digging into his elbow. Giving it one more boost of willpower he tossed himself into the sand, only to drop into a roll, the wolf shaken off with the immense momentum. The wolf landed gracefully, his claws digging into whatever material they could grasp.

Picking himself up, he finally noticed the man. The man was tall and thin, up to the point of lean. His pale face was wasted with malnutrition, his face more bone than skin. He wore several animal furs which were old enough that some of them had clearly started to decay. When he focused on the man's eyes, they were the same blood-red as the coyote's.

He immediately stumbled backward, and a ball of fire flickered into his hands. With a panic, he tossed the fireball straight at the man's face, who dodged it and kept moving forward. Changing the way he was walking, he tossed another fireball, only for the man to dodge it again, this time lunging at him the second he loaded another fireball.

He rolled to the side, feeling another material below him. It was harder, much harder than the average sand. Shaking his head, he focused his power into one of his fingers.. Letting the power in his finger loose, a beam of pure fire shot into the man's face point-blank.

Such a shot should have killed him. After all, he used the same ability when he was caught straight in the middle of a gang fight and the poor guy who tried to shoot him was declared dead on the spot when the police arrived.

The man flinched, but kept his steady march. His legs nearly drooped from the sudden gravity of fatigue, sheer willpower keeping him from just falling to the floor all together.

"You will not get rid of me that easily. Boy. I am immune to both fire and metal. You will make fine snack for me and my pack." The man growled, his smile revealing several sharp canines which had a red tint he was sure was not fruit punch,

The man gripped him by the throat and lifted him into the air, his fist stronger than chrome. "I find you amusing boy. Such a shame that my kind finds you delicious to pass up on."

The man's other hand opened, his nails shifting into knife-sharp claws. "Which way do you want to die? Sliced open, or your neck snapped?" The monster gave him a wicked look.

He gave an inconspicuous look towards the ground, only to hear the sound of a motor in a distance. He looked to the monster straight in the eye, and he couldn't help but give him a smirk.

"Run over," he whispered.

The man's eyes blanked, "What -" A sudden flash of blinding white light covered his eyes, the honk of a car, and the grip on his neck suddenly gone.

Landing on his feet, he looked to the car, which had stopped a few yards away from him. It was a Maserati, which shined a candy red despite the lack of light.

The driver got out of the car, eyeing the man who seconds ago had threatened him with death, only to look back towards him. Within seconds, the man was right next to his side, holding out a hand towards him. He had blond hair and sky-blue eyes. From what he could guess, the man was about 18 years old despite the darkness of night.

After seeing his wounds, the man reached down and helped him stand, "Look, I'll bring you to the nearest hospital, but after that I don't know what else I can do."

He nodded at the offer, though he stood up without the man's hand. Walking gingerly towards the car, he silently set himself into the car's leather passenger seat, though he kept one hand in the door handle in case he needed to make a quick escape. The man might have offered him help, but that didn't mean he trusted him.

Still, the warm air the car held was comforting, and his eyes wavered, nearly closing. After a few minutes his eyes closed, everything fading to black.

"Hey, what is your name?" The driver asked, only for his eyes for skin over the boy's sleeping figure.

Apollo sighed. He had taken an immense risk saving the boy from Lycaon. Zeus had already displayed his mercy (or lack thereof) by turning his own daughter into a tree a few years ago. He only hoped the demigod didn't suffer a similar fate.

"You fool!" She slapped the sun god in the face.

"Do you think Father will think twice before sending the demigod back into the mortal world? He has already shown he is not lenient towards even his own daughter. He wouldn't stand a chance!" At this she turned her head towards the boy who was sleeping comfortably in the extendable sofa, a small candelabra sitting nearby.

"I couldn't just watch him die," Apollo rubbed his cheek. "Would You do the same to your daughter?"

She lowered her head, her mind clearing slightly from the panic that appeared at first seeing the boy.

"No. But that is not an excuse for putting yourself, and now me, in danger."

"You are the only one that can help me teach him. The Oracle can't see the future, but it gave me a clear idea that the boy has many trials ahead of him. I intend to make him ready to confront them." Apollo explained, "Besides, our dearest siblings aren't exactly the perfect secret keepers."

"True. Do you have any place where to hide him?"

"I have a flat in London. It's far from America, and it does not interfere with the other pantheons."

She nodded in approval. "One last thing. Who is his godly parent?"

"I'm not sure, but from what I could glimpse, the boy is a son of Hephaestus."

In an instant, she felt her face sour, her mind creating several strategies of beating the man into a juice. However she didn't let that show, instead nodding stoically, letting a frown cross her face.

"Very well. I will teach him, but you will have to explain about Western Civilization. You will also act as his guardian. Do you intend to turn him into your champion?"

"Not yet." Apollo shrugged.

A yawn rang behind her ears, and she looked slowly towards the boy. The boy's curly black hair was covering most of his forehead, dark brown eyes bearing a mix of panic, relief, and inner chaos. He instantly rolled out of the bed, grabbing the candelabra and pointing the candles straight at them.

"Who are you and where the heck am I?"

"The hospital. Or at least, my hospital," Apollo said.

"Yeah and I stole a TARDIS, own all of America, and drink tea with The Queen of England," The boy countered sarcastically, his position relaxed, but never letting go of the candelabra in his hand. "Now give me answers. Honest ones preferably, or things might get … interesting."

"Sit, and please put down the weapon." She said sternly.

The boy tensed but did as he was told, though he sat near the household item which he threatened them with.

The boy was either very smart, or used to situations like this, she noted. Any other person would've either flat-out refused, or they would start attacking. He would make a fine student.

"What's your name?" Apollo asked.

"Eric Smith." The boy said immediately.

"Your real name." Apollo friends as he noticed the lie.

"Fine. It's Li Rolfe." The boy slouched back.

She narrowed her eyes, though the boy's face didn't do much as twitch. For some reason, the names seemed familiar to her. Then it struck her.

"Those are the names of Disney Princes!" She yelled.

The boy smiled, "Kudos to you. People rarely catch that."

She internally grinned at that, though she kept her face straight. Either it was a genuine compliment, or the boy was good at reading people.

"Why did you hide your name?" Apollo frowned.

"Names have power," The boy replied. "Besides, why should I trust you?"

Oh, she will like him as a pupil.

"Very well. You can give us your real name, or an alias if you wish." She said, her shoulders relaxing slightly.

The boy nodded, and his face was thoughtful for a second, only to be replaced with a confident smile. "Phoenix."

"Very well Phoenix. I hope you are prepared, since this is going to be a long story." Phoenix nodded at her insistence.

"What do you know about the Greek gods?" Apollo asked.

"I know about the Twelve Olympians, some minor gods, and a few Greek Heroes from books. Why do you ask?" The boy's tone turned questioning.

"And what do you think of them? As in, are they real, or not real?" She kept with the questions.

"Well, I respect people's beliefs, and I believe that stories have at least a grain of truth in them. After all, myths are like science. You only have to see it to believe it."

Apollo seemed to bristle at Phoenix's response, and she quietly reached for the dagger hidden in her robe.

"Are you sure about that? Because one of those _myths_ actually bothered trying to save your butt back there." Apollo said, standing up from his spot on the sofa.

Phoenix's lips started moving, and she quickly intervened before he could say something that would doom him, "Excuse him. He's still trying to adjust to the fact that no one believed about us."

Phoenix's eyes dashed back and forth, only for a flicker of realization appear in his eyes.

"You are Greek gods."

She nodded.

Phoenix looked at his hands, the palms wide open. "If so, then what am I?"

"You're a demigod Phoenix. Demigods like you have existed ever since the first mortals were crafted by Prometheus." Apollo explained.

Phoenix didn't respond, his eyes still glued to his hands. For a few seconds, all was silent. Then Phoenix looked up, his brown eyes filled with mischief, "Well, it's nice to know the world is crazier than I am." He chuckled, a small smile crossing his face.

"I know how it all began, but why aren't you gods and goddesses chilling out in Greece and throwing Toga parties?" Phoenix asked.

"You know how when Greece fell, Rome rose higher than the others?" Phoenix nodded at Apollo's question, "Well, it's been like that ever since. When the strongest society falls, we moved towards the next. And now, it's America."

"Are there any other pantheons that exist?" She nearly recoiled at Phoenix's question, while Apollo looked a bit sickly.

"Spot on." She immediately recovered, "There are other pantheons, though their current state is unknown. Some have long faded, like the Aztecs and Sumerians due to lack of representation."

"Who's my father?" Phoenix asked.

Apollo gulped, while she tensed. This, if possible, was a question much more dangerous than the last one. The boy could either hate him, or he could remain neutral. The former was more likely, and Phoenix would do anything in his power to bring down the god by a few pegs.

In the end, she decided honesty was the best answer in this case. "Your father is Hephaestus."

Phoenix was still again and a sudden torrent of words spilled from his mouth, his lips moving so fast she was barely able to keep up with what he was saying, a mix of spanish cursing mixed with enough damnation to make Hades drool.

Phoenix slowly called down, and he gave them a smile graced with glee, though the hard hatred was still lurking across his dark brown eyes, almost like a hidden leviathan, "Well… that's interesting."

_He will make a valuable ally … and the destruction of his enemies. _ She thought.

She immediately pushed the bile rising up her throat down, and instead focused on Phoenix. "I am willing to train you. But first, I've got a question. Which Olympian Gods are we?"

"You're clearly Athena, no one's that extremely intelligent," Phoenix remarked, only to wave his hands towards Apollo, "If I would have to guess, you would be Apollo."

She nodded in approval, and couldn't help but grin. "You will make a fine pupil Phoenix."

"So when does this training begin?" Phoenix asked, finally standing up.

She smiled, grabbing for the knife hidden in her pocket, "Right now."

Phoenix's eyes widened, only for a joking smile to spread across his face. "You're kidding, right?" He stood up, but his shoulders were relaxed.

Phoenix was corrected the second the knife slashed at his head, his reflexes fast enough that the knife barely clipped his head. She kept moving forward, only for Phoenix to vault over the sofa, throwing two fireballs right at her. She dodged them, though the heat that radiated from them was too hot for her liking.

So he's a fire user, she noted.

"Using your reflexes to your advantage. Smart." She went over to follow Phoenix, only for Phoenix's fingers to stroke the sofa, flames growing to life until nearly the entire sofa was on fire.

"No damage of property!" Apollo yelled as he ran off the sofa, going towards the next door.

Phoenix kept moving, using the distraction to his advantage, running over towards the doric columns. She followed, slicing a large vertical strike towards him. Phoenix sidestepped the strike, only for her to slash towards her, aiming for the neck.

Phoenix was prepared this time, lifting his arm diagonally against her wrist so the knife followed the length of the elbow. Phoenix took advantage of this and kicked at her stomach. She staggered, the air kicked out of her. Phoenix capitalized on her temporary disadvantage, throwing a few fireballs, to keep her on her toes. It was a good strategy, attacking from afar but having enough distance to dodge any other counters. Such a shame she had the weapon to turn that disadvantage into ashes.

Opening her right arm, the Aegis appeared, blocking the next fireball. She ran forward, blocking every projectile and slammed the shield towards him. If it weren't for Phoenix's demigod reflexes, he would've been crushed between a pillar and a hard place. Phoenix jumped over the shield, only for her to swing it around, hitting Phoenix right in the solar plexus. Phoenix froze, his eyes wide with surprise.

She went for the kill, dropping her shield and going in with her fists. She started pummeling Phoenix, battering his scrawny body with a barrage of punches. Phoenix flailed wildly as the pressure from her onslaught. He tried to move back to get some range, only for her to keep him in a mad drive to run. She finally went for his face, grabbing his forehead with one hand and another going for Phoenix's wrist. Her leg aimed for the back of his kneecap, she was sure that the boy would be sent back to Apollo's hospital bed.

"Nice try." Phoenix gasped out, his mouth turning into a smirk.

She was suddenly hesitant, and that was when the tables were turned.

Phoenix burst into flame, his body literally coated in red and gold. She recoiled as the intense heat burnt her hands, Phoenix gaining some breathing room. Phoenix didn't care, running towards her, every part of his body except his clothing burning wildly. He punched her twice and then kicked her, pushing her backwards even more.

Phoenix picked up the shield and knife below her, the features of Medusa growling right at her in the eternal glare that was forever imprinted on her shield. She froze, and Phoenix charged, right at her. Phoenix sliced right at her, the magic laced in the Aegis keeping her permanently off guard. He kept a rapid pace, never stopping for a single second. His movements were sharp and fluid, somehow managing to use the weight of the shield to his advantage.

She was left vulnerable and exposed, Phoenix never stopping as he slammed and sliced at her body, and finally stabbing right at her stomach, the blade's edge nearly sinking towards the hilt. That was what brought her to her senses.

She wasn't going to be defeated by a scrawny, barely-trained demigod! She pushed Phoenix away, pouring on the super strength which sent Phoenix flying, his body colliding against a pillar on the other side of the temple.

"Smart or not," She addressed Phoenix as she swaggered towards him ,the marble floor vibrating across her feet, "Don't fuck with a goddess."

She then stomped her foot against Phoenix's body, the boy turning unconscious right below her. Her pride finally satisfied, she shrank back into the height of an ordinary mortal, Apollo running right towards her.

"Treat his injuries, then wake him up. He still has to choose a weapon that he will use." She ordered as she marched towards the door.

"How did he do?" Apollo asked, starting to carry Phoenix's body over his left shoulder.

She turned around, and couldn't help but grin, "He will make an excellent pupil and warrior. He has the intelligence and wit to make a dangerous fighter. With enough training, he will almost be one of our equals for sure."

He leaned against the soft bed, the London traffic churning right below him as he tried to shake off the fatigue and vertigo that had plagued him ever since Apollo had left him in the apartment. His lips were slightly tinted brown from the small ball of chocolate ice cream that Apollo had awarded him after surviving the sudden onslaught of Athena's attacks as long as he could. The healing magic had started making the bruises fade, though he did get a concussion from Athena kicking his head when she went Giga-Bowser.

He knew this was a temporary peace, a small scoop of decadence before an oncoming storm. He was being prepared for it. For now, it was a time of immense change. The bright metropolis in front of him was a just the tip of the iceberg. He looked at the small armoire, opening the small side compartment.

Reluctantly, he pulled out the two black metal bands, putting them on With diligence. With the flick of his wrists, the bands were gone, a pair of black gauntlets taking their place. Focusing on the image of the black bands back on his wrists, the gauntlets had returned to their disguised form.

He still had no idea what possessed Athena to give him the gauntlets. They were similar for what they were designed for, except there were three small holes where the knuckles closed when he gave a punch. A punch would send a small casing bullets through the hole, which was launched by immense kinetic force. The bullet then traveled several yards, almost reaching five miles until gravity brought down. The bullets with red casings were explodable bullets, which as their name stated, exploded on impact. These bullets were heavier, and go less range than the ordinary. He had called the gauntlets themselves Impes and Syrma after learning a few words in latin and greek.

Still, who was crazy enough to give a kid a pair of guns that was able to shoot someone down within several street blocks away? Then again, he along with hundreds of other demigods (the estimated population was about two-thousand, with about seventy-five percent discovered) were hunted down by monsters ever since they were twelve, the most powerful experiencing their first monster attack at the age of eight. It was only sensible that they had a weapon, no matter how deadly or lethal.

He would've also chosen twin hunting knifes along with a scythe if Athena hadn't insisted that it was better to stick to one weapon than all of those. She had said it was better to learn one weapon to the most expert technique than to learn various weapons in a mediocre manner.

Facing himself into the mirror, he frowned at his appearance. He was scrawny, that he admitted was true, but it wasn't that feature that was bothering him. He didn't want to be recognizable in case a social worker found him. Going towards the bathroom, he searched every cabinet until he found a small, bubblegum pink bottle that he had to look away from several times.

_Too… much … pink. _

After the pink light faded, he was finally able to focus on the bottle, which read in cursive letters, _Aphrodite's Multi-color hair dye : Useful for changing your hair to whatever color you like and whenever you like ; non-toxic, lasts for one-hundred years. _

After reading the back of the bottle for instructions, he bent his head over the white sink, pouring warm water against his curly black hair thoroughly, until the bathroom's rectangular mirror was covered in a thin sheet of water vapor. Then he took the hair dye, pouring the transparent liquid across every hair in his head (except the eyebrows). After another round of washing, he wiped a circle large enough to show his entire face despite the heavy mist, his dark brown eyes looking darkly towards his face.

His hand silently traced the scar that was marked across his left cheek. He could've had Apollo heal it while they were at his hospital (which he realized was Apollo's temple) he wanted the scar to be there. For some reason, he couldn't help but think the scar as a symbol of his new beginning.

Focusing back on his black hair, he imagined the color slowly shifting, turning into a golden blond. The color shifted, changing from the roots to the tips, until it was the same color he imagined. He frowned, this time focusing on the color turning into a dark russet.

The same effects happened, except he couldn't help but let a smile. With the change of color, he seemed like an entirely new person. His smile looked predatorial in the mirror, but most of his features didn't change. Though he might want to change the color of his eyes through contacts as he progressed into the future. Other than that he looked as if he was another person.

For a second, his hair's color flickered back into it's original obsidian black. Focusing back on his hair, the russet was back, except one thick strand was the same obsidian black. Grudgingly, he let that strand remain, setting it right behind his ear.

Focusing back on the mirror, he finally released the words that had been vibrating across his mind ever since he spoke his new name.

"Leo Valdez is dead. He has been dead ever since he was eight years old. Like the phoenix, I am reborn from his ashes, a new beginning despite my trials. My future is mine and the Fates' alone. Now, I am able to forge my new path."

**AN: Review and follow. Criticism is accepted. Flames are not. **

**Translations**

**Impes: Fire, impulse; also known as assault **

**Syrma : Tragedy **


End file.
